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	Bellatrix's Secret

Bellatrix's Secret

Bellatrix was bending over a crib, looking at what appeared to be a pink smelly blob. 'Looks just like his father this one,' she said stiffly. 'Smells like him, too.'

'All newborns look alike Bella,' said Narcissa with a disapproving shake of her head. 'He's healthy, and pure. That's all that matters.'

'Unlike the mudblood our dear sister managed to conjure onto this planet,' said Bellatrix with a huff.

'I wrote a letter to our sister,' said Narcissa, ignoring Bellatrix's remark.

Bellatrix let out an inaudible gasp. 'And why would you write _her_ a letter?'

Narcissa shrugged. 'I know we don't exactly see eye to eye any more – considering our political differences – but it's a motherly thing Bella. Having a child is something her and I can both relate to.'

Bellatrix rolled with her eyes at the mention of it being a motherly thing. 'I can tell when you're lying Cissy. I always do.'

'I was in need of her advice,' Narcissa snapped, and it was clear that she was quickly starting to lose her patience. 'Could you look after Draco for a moment. I'm going to check on the house-elf to see what's taking so long.'

Bellatrix watched her sister stand up gracefully from the table and turn to the kitchen. She poured herself another glass of Fire whiskey and glanced at the blonde boy, who was breathing peacefully in his sleep.

'You're probably wondering if you'll ever have any more cousins,' she said as she swirled the whiskey around, and rested her head on her hand. 'Want me to let you in on a little secret?'

Draco must've caught on that someone was talking to him, because he had started to stir a bit in his sleep.

'The truth is, is that I really, _really,_ don't like children.' Bellatrix felt pleased with herself the moment she said it out loud, and drank the whiskey in one swig. 'D'you want to know why?'

Two grey eyes popped open and looked up at Bellatrix with great intensity, as if he was somehow inviting her to keep on speaking.

'Well first of all, they smell,' she said, counting every point she made on her fingers. 'Second reason is that they make a lot of noise at the most inconvenient times – which is always. Then there's the problem with genetics. You may be a pureblood little Draco, but you've also inherited your father's ugly mug. Trying to keep the magical bloodlines pure has – unfortunately – not come without a price it seems. Then there's also the problem that children are so hopeless they literally need to drain someone else's life in order to maintain their own. And then...'

Bellatrix paused for a moment. She looked intensely at her index finger that was resting on her other hand's pinky, ready to give out her fifth reason on why children were more of a burden than a blessing. She drew a deep breath. Closed her eyes, opened them again, and poured herself another glass of Fire Whiskey.

'Want me to let you in on another secret?' she whispered under her breath, and eyed the door to the kitchen to make sure her sister couldn't hear anything she was about to say.

Draco looked up at her with infinite interest, as if any secret she was about to spill would remain secret and safe with him.

'I can't have children,' she whispered quickly, as if she had expected to silence herself if she didn't say it fast enough. 'It's a miracle I even got married off to another pureblood. Not that he knows, of course.'

With another swig she drained her second glass of whiskey, and quickly helped herself to a third. 'I may consider children to be a burden, but it's a much bigger burden once you know you can't have any.'

Despite herself, Bellatrix felt a lump starting to form in her throat. 'You might wonder, what is the point of being blessed with a pure line if it's a curse to be a woman. Consider yourself lucky little man. You're lucky not to be a woman.'

She could tell that the affects of the fire whiskey were starting to meddle with her mind. 'Here's the thing,' she said as she scraped her throat, and pushed herself to straighten her back. 'I have made the choice to join the Dark Lord's cause. I have been branded with The Mark a long time ago – unlike your mother – and I will do whatever it takes to overthrow the Ministry of Magic, and keep the magical world pure. Even if I cannot partake in it.'

Draco flailed around with his arms. Whether it was because he had understood what his aunt was talking about, or because he just wanted to play, was unknown.

'Your mother never took The Mark,' she said, not even remotely attempting to hide her disapproval. 'She said raising children and working for the Dark Lord don't go hand in hand. But I'd say she's just afraid of the Dark Lord's power.'

A sheer feeling of frustration had started to boil up inside of her. She drained her third glass of whiskey, and felt the warm glow filling her up as the golden liquid glided down her throat.

She could hear several footsteps reaching the door of the kitchen, which swung open a moment later, revealing an angered Narcissa. 'We just got a new house-elf,' she growled. 'Doesn't know how to do anything properly. Sometimes I wish I could've brought Kreacher with me when I moved in to the manor.'

'Your child's awake,' said Bellatrix dryly. 'He's looking up at me like he wants something from me.'

'No need to sound so desperate Bella,' said Narcissa, and lifted Draco out of his crib. 'He probably just needs to be fed.'

The feeding. It was yet another thing to add to the list of reasons why children were a nuisance. 'You still haven't answers my question, Cissy,' she said in order to turn the conversation.

'There isn't anything else to say,' Narcissa answered. 'I wrote our sister a letter to tell her I had a child and asked for some advice. Nothing more. Nothing less.'

Bellatrix frowned. 'Do you ever miss her?' she asked in a demanding manner.

A pregnant silence fell between the two sisters. The only disturbance came from the soft noises Draco was making. He was growing restless, as if he could sense the tension that had electrified the living room.

'I do,' said Narcissa eventually to break the silence. A quiver prominent in her voice. 'We grew up together. We always vowed we would stick together. To protect each other. Does that not mean anything to you?'

'Not any more,' said Bellatrix darkly. 'Not since she decided to taint the Black's family name.'

Narcissa leaned forward and looked directly into her sister's eyes. 'If you ever become a mother Bella, perhaps you will understand some day.'


End file.
